PAROCHIAL   IBSEN

that he was parochial. In those days, thirty or
forty years ago, I was indignantly anti-Scott.
Ibsen parochial! The notion was grotesque. But
to-day I do have a glimmering of what Scott was
driving at. In a way Ibsen is parochial. (So was
Aeschylus, and so was Thucydides.) It was like
Ibsen's immense cheek to assume that the elite of
Europe could be interested in the back-chat and the
municipal and connubial goings-on in a twopenny
town of a sort that nobody had ever heard of,
Ibsen's assumption nevertheless proved to be
correct.

Yes. Ibsen was parochial, even in his finest
plays of contemporary life; but he lifted paro-
chialism to the mundane and the universal. Read
or see Ibsen's social dramas without prejudice,
and the still small voice within you will say:
" But I know that town and its inhabitants. I
have lived in it, and among them. I am living
in it." Fundamentally, we are all living in Bergen.
Ibsen knew that Bergen was everywhere. He was
a genius.

Not that the word " genius " explains anything!
It soothes. If a not-too-sick man sends for a
do&or, and the doctor diagnoses his malady, the
patient is soothed, because he thinks he has learnt
something. He has learnt only a name. Similarly
with all of us when, puzzled past bearing by works
of a creative artist, we call the fellow a genius I
We soothe ourselves with a name. But we are
no forwarder.
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